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the magnificent mysteries of a land of sand dunes and solemn
pine trees? Why bother about passports or letters of credit and
bad food and sour wine and the dull, stodgy faces of frozen
northern peasants when your own food and drink and beds and
conversation are about as good as any this vale of tears can pro-
vide, when you live in a land where (believe it or not!) they can
make spinach a dish fit for human consumption?
Of course a poor Swiss, who has never seen anything except
a mountain, or a poor Dutchman, who has never seen anything
except a flat piece of green meadow with a few black and white
cows, must go abroad once in a while or he would die of bore-
dom. A German will sooner or later tire of his exclusive diet of
excellent music interspersed with indifferent sausage-sandwiches.
An Italian cannot live on spaghetti all his life long. And a Rus-
sian must crave an occasional meal without standing six hours
in line for half a pound of oleomargarine.
But the Frenchman, lucky devil, lives in an earthly paradise
where all things are to be had by all men without a change of
cars, and therefore he will ask you, " Why should I stir from my
own country? "
You may answer that this is a hopelessly one-sided point of
view and that my Frenchman is all wrong. I wish I could agree
with you, but I am forced to aver that France in many respects
is a country singularly blessed by Nature and its general geo-
graphical background,
In the first place, France has every sort of climate. It has a
temperate climate. It has a hot climate. It has a medium climate.
France is the proud possessor of the highest mountain in Europe.
At the same time, the French have been able to connect all the
industrial centres of their land with canals that run through
absolutely flat country. If a Frenchman likes to spend his winter
sliding down the slopes of a hill, he moves to a village in the
Savoy in the western branch of the Alps. Does he prefer swim-
timg to ski-ing, all he need do is to take a ticket for Biarritz on
the Atlantic or to Cannes on the Mediterranean. And should he
be of a particular curiosity about men and women, should he
interest himself in the outward aspect of monarchs in exile and